
"Comedies of
Qpur^ip."

ftptfyopy [lope's Boo^ of
D^li^tful fleu/

Jtories.
From the first page to the last. Anthony

Hope's new book of stories. . Comedi-s o£

Courtship," is overflowing with a delight¬
ful and subtle humor, and Is written in a

.style which Is indispensable to its peculiai
quality. The genial cynicism of the writer

^prevents us from growing weary or too
much humor, and from regarding bis
¦comedies as farcical.

Probably it will not injure Mr. Hope's
legation to remark that%)us comedies
make us laugfc at injuries inflicted by wo-

kauaa on the tenderest feelings of man. and,
Ir is to be feared, encourage her in ihe in
fliction of those injuries, b'or instance, we
tind ourselves regarding with compla-
fcency the youug woman who takes pait In
"this conversation:

" 'He asked me to marry him this after-
fiioon.'

" And you refused?
.' 'Weil, his behavior [in showing resent-

-juent was in extremely bad taste
. She laid a hand ou my arm and said. In

pa.'U-i 'refused^hlm because I dared not
have him, but, I told I cured for him, and
|lie said he loved me. And I let him
imp Good-nifilit, Mr. W ynn6.

It is hard work to convey in this column
mnv idea of the charm of so subtle a per¬
son as Mr Hope, and the only amends that
<an be made for attempting to do so ls to
ii verv warmly upon everybody the de-
ifiirability of amusing herself or hniiBelf by

in .« >w.«-
nlaiiis how very difficult it sometimes
'for young people to decide where true
ttiaDPiness lies. Some suggestion of the¦problem may be obtained from the follow-

H 4Wouldn't mind who heard.' she de¬
clared. I despise you, Mr. Ellerton.

"Charlie was roused to a piotest.
.. For downright unfairness gm: met»*rirl" said he. 'Here have I tu±£P tne

u uilv omrse! After a short period otveaknes^I admit that-I have conquered
.my feelings; I have determined not to dis¬
tress Miss Travers by intruding upon hei, I

honor, you'll

^.SSyoSu wrote aOTd Miss Travers

^'AUrighT'lshall write and tell her I'm

-rfc
ttb"U'To do what I'm going to do? Thank
you, Mr. Ellerton!'

"* 'The Irony^'it 1« that you persuaded
*** 'I°w« a fool, but I didn't know you so

^'¦"'VVhat's that got to do with it:

" 'You did^t"know yourself, I'm

*l^V;£r de%?dwho wo^hlps the
¦jroui. you tread on.

'

^he tirst! I
^HUn CharK^Vt is thin^Uketo^i. g to) .aid I'" a

lon\0bhUt ^dKCtTra°vers: '

.'Dora «hot.11 almost, looked as if some¬thing had shot her. as it used, in old days,
w°sU£lS-to . >««?

man.' S'J'I.I '.h». I »upp<me you ll use tlat
oxnression.'about me in. a. ^veek.,-expression d dea, less_ lf you treat me

like this/ said Charlie, and his air was one

-"'..wf'iu ESSE* tk.t i-»«w
bein tolerably kind to wicked King Rich¬
ard After all, Charlie had the same ex-

CU-i don't want to be unkind,' said Dora,
anore gently."
Here is some more conversation between

ihe same two:
" 'The absurd thing Is your fancying that

you care about this fellow Ashforth.
.. 'No. you must really stop.you must,

indeed. 1 don't*.«.
.« -I know the sort of fellow he ls-a

dull, dry chap, who nmkes love as if he
was dancing a minuet.'

.. 'You're quite wrong.
t ," And kisses you as if It was part of the

Church sen-ice.'
"This last description, applied to John

Ashforth's manner of wooing, had enough
of aptness to stir Dora into genuine resent-

ni""'A girl doesn't like a man less because
he respects her; nor more, because he ridi¬
cules better men than himself.'

.. Don't be angry. I'm only sayingwhat's true. Why should I want to run
him down?'

'I suppose.well, I suppose because
" 'You're a little bit.but I don't think

I ought to talk about it.'
" Jealous, you were going to say.'.' 'Was IV
"Charlie moved closer * * *

"Then with profile toward him and eyes(war, she murmured:
" -What would Miss Travels say lf youturned back now?' i"The mention of Mary did not on this

occasion evoke any unseemly words. Onthe contrary, Charlie smiled. He glanced
at his companion. He glanced behind him
and round him. Then drilling his deep de¬
sign into the semblance of an uncontrolla¬ble impulse, he seized Dora's hand in hisend. before she could stir, kissed her cheek."She leapt te her feet.
" 'How dare you?' she cried.
*' 'Hivw could I help it?'
" 'I'll never speak to you again. Nogentleman would have.oh. I do hopey ou're ashamed of yourself.' "
In the following we shall find someflue analysis of a fascinating theme:
'. 'When yon gaTe me that kiss' re¬sumed Charlie.
"Now this form of expression was un¬doubtedly ambiguous; to give a kiss mayme;iu: 1. What It literally says.to bestowa kiss. 2. To offer one's self to be kissed,ft. To accept willingly a proffered kiss:n id. withont much straining of words. 4.Merely to refrnhi from angry expostula¬tion and a rupture of acquaintance whenone is kissed.this last partaking rather of1 he nature of the ratification of an unau¬thorized act, and being, in fact, the measureof Dora's criminality. But the other shadesof meaning caught her attention."The scenery of the "Lady of the Pool"is Liartlcnlarly charming. The manner inwhich the Intentional upsetting from aranoe of an innocent youug woman by aman is made a pleasing incident c'oni-tnauds admiration.
A very delightful character Is r.lie heroal "The Curate of I'ollons." This curatewas audaciously paying attentions to atreat heiress, who "was, If not wise, atfeast pretty and witty, displaying to theMaterial eye a charming figure, and to themental a delicate heartlaasness.both at-t:1biit'.? which challenge a self-respectingMian's best efforts."
So he preached a sernmn 'jai the oppor¬tunities of wealth, and the burden of Itwas "That wealth should be used by thosev ho were fortunate enongh to possess It(here Trlx looked down and fidgeted with.hi* prayer-book* as a meaus of promotingfr«ai>T union between themselves and theesi richly endowed, and not as, alas, hadtoo often been the case as though it weren new barrier set up between them andtheir fellow creatures."If any fair one would know how to puta certain momentous question with skillend safety she may learn il from "ThePhilosopher iu ihe Apple Orchard." Theother stories are "A Three-Volume Novel"an.: "The Decree of Duke Deodonato."Charles Scribnc's Sons announce thepublic*: :.,m of "Gouedle* of Courtship"ior February 20. 'J.

F(eu. T|?o/t\as Di'xoq Deelares
Protestar^m to Be a pailure.

f{ym <?rii7^le Discusses tf?e ^x-prea^er^ jsf^u/
Book, U/f?i<;!7 Says [feu/ Yori( I5 /T)ost

(jodless <?ity 19 ^^eriea.
-Thomas Dixon, Jr.. has put upon the

stands during the past week a hook with

ithe startling title, "The Failure of Protet-
lantism in New York, aud Its Causes."
The Rev. Thomas Dixon. Jr.. belongs to

la Baptist family of the molslest kind In

the South. He was dipped, reared and

consecrated in an orthodoxy of the deep-
est dye. He is a young man, full of the

Juices of youthful radicalism, sinewy as a

Scythian and as tireless as a terrier. A

year or two ago the conservative pillars of

his Baptist Church, in Twenty-third street,
were shaken by his somewhat unbridled

zeal, and said he was too lively for the or¬

thodox. In reply he said that the pillars
were too slow.were caterpillars. In fact.

aud he stalked out, organized the Chureli
of the People, iu the Academy of Music,
and there on the Sunday Intervals of "The

Sporting Duchess" began to hurl with Are

his denunciations of the orthodox slow

coaches and to preach a very lively kind

of Christian Socialism.
His book is a vehement arraignment of

rhe Protestant churches in this city for no,t

doing their duty to the people. It is very
doubtful that it will be read by the con¬

servative members of these churches. They
jcall it sensationalism. And, indeed, it is;
so Is a.cry of fire. But it will be read by
thousands outside of those churches, who

will want to know what a favored brother

who has been in the inner circle has got
to say about the comfortable mothers and
fathers in Israel. And, assuming that the

writer's facts are reliable, the indictment

presents a startling condition of church af-

fairs iu the metropolis.
GODLESS NEW YORK.

New \ork is called the most godless
city iu America. Against the enormous

influx of lawlessness and the seminal ac¬

tivity of its low life the author attempts
to place the conserving Influence of the
Christian Church, only to And that It is

inert, dozing comfortably in the vortex of.
this Babylon, and In membership, as in

zeal, virtually decadent.
The census furnishes him with a church

membership in New York of 135,000 Prot¬

estants, 25 per cent of whom are men.

That is to say, out of a male population
of 900,000 a little over 3 per cent are

avowed Protestants. But even this 3 per
cent does not go to church. It may con¬

tribute directly or Indirectly *t<> the main¬

tenance of the churches, but. it takes no

personal and active Interest in the spiritual,
welfare of the community. According
hls figuring there are never more -rjjjyi
16,000 men to be found in the 451 Pr<a»SPr'
tant churches on the fairest day.

HIS FACTS AND FIGURES.
He finds that the Baptists in the South¬

ern New York Association had in 1894

18,004 members. In four years they gave

$500,000 annually, an aggregate of $2,000,-
000. Their property Is worth $4,000,000.
They therefore spent $2,000,000 on a work

Ing capital Of *4.000.000 and gained 216

members annually. Mr. .Dixon asks, how

long at this rate will Ji take the Baptists
to conquer the world? The Presbyterians
own over $8,000,000 of property in New

York and spend annually at least $1,000,-
000. Their annual gain is 632. The Meth¬

odists gave last year $530,000 and their net

gain was 241 members. Tlieir own birth
rate, Mr. Dixon thinks, should have given
them 692 new members. But here is an

army of 17.309 soldiers, massed in eighty-
six divisions, spending $550,000 on a work¬

ing capital of $4,000,000 investment, and

they only manage to save one-third of their
own children.
It must be confessed that this counting

room aspect of the Protestant zeal in the
metropolis is not exhilarating. Perhaps it

may occur to some of the orthodox that
this Is not entirely a fair way of lookiuz
at It.
"PROTESTANTISM A BLASTED HEATH."

Perhaps not. But Mr. Dixon's survey
presents us not only with a blasted heath
of Protestanlsm, but he wakes the echoes
of it with his complaining. Protestantism
has little hold on the manhood of New
York. That manhood prefers its 500 clubs
and 1,000 lodges. The religion of the
churches is a thing apart from the vital
and exigent concerns of tfhe people. Men
go to the churches occasionally to please
their mothers or sisters, or to hear the
music. They yawn through with a bored
air of respect and get away. There Is a

gap between the masses aud eccleslas-
ticism. The doctrines and service wear

the air of another age. A grim feeling of
aesthetic inertia besets the visitor. An air
of exclusiveness repels him. If the clergy¬
man speaks of the brotherhood of man

it is very much as if It were a traditional
contract to be attended to by the trustees
without annoying the communicants.
Some of these orthodox gentlemen up

town will no doubt claim that they have a

right to take their religion on cushions if
they can afford to do it and pay enough
money to have tihe executive agents of the
church look after the brotherhood of man.

NEW YORE STRANGLES EVERYTHING GOOD
IN MAN.

But Brother Dixon insists that they are
not looking after it; that It Is, In fact,
going to the devil while they are pioHsly
enjoying themselves. He has a very pro¬
nounced idea that if the metropolis Is
not wrestled with night and day It will
get the better of the churches arid religion
aud the homes and everything else" In
fact, rt is, in Mr. Dixon's galloping rheto¬
ric. a Babylon, a whirlpool, an abyss, a!
monster and a child of 8aUn. He sayJ

New York life-strangles everything that
Is good ill man. Hp will not allow that
the city has any prdcreative life. u >»

fe.l with braius'and honesty and blood by
tue West aud South. It absorbs. It does
not produce. It drains all that is best In
tht' country Into its ofsspool and then lets
It die.
This is a severe indictment of New lork,

but we have heard It before. It rings oui

regularly from young impulses when they
find themselves steeped in the cosmopolitan
cesspool.
.¦New York." exclaim* this impulsive

nature, "Is the biggest, graveyard of Prot¬
estant preachers in America. Toward the
dazzling light of the metropolis they eagerly
flock. Against its adamantine surface they
dash their brains out^ike bewildered birds
around a lighthouse. Rural enthusiasm is
soon crushed beneath the cold sarcasm of
self-satisfied New Yorkism in the pews.
Of all the forces I ever encountered, he
says, "this Is the most stupefying.
Such will not be the testimony of those

who read his book. There is no stupefac
tlon here; rather a slashing candor, hit¬
ting right and left, with much the In¬
discretion and all of the earnestness of a

wounded cliaihpiou. Head this extraor¬
dinary bit of experience:

IGNORANCE IN THE METROPOLIS,
"I know what the ignorance of the

South is; it is my own fair native land.
11 have live in Boston and know what the
sullen traditionalism of New England
means, with its bulldog tenacity. I have
travelled West and measured the boundless
cheek of the typical Westerner, but for
downright stupidity, for smug self-satisfac-
tiou. for hopeless incapacity in the world
of morals and spirituality, I have encount¬
ered nothing oil this earth that compares
to the average half-well-to-do New \oiket.
He has little brains and no culture, not
even the rudiments of common sense, but.
being a New Yorker, he assumes every¬
thing. Of this big world, outside the
Bowery. Fifth avenue. Coney Island and
Central Park, he knows absolutely nothing,
for he neither reads nor travels except in
Iforeign countries. These are the men who
rule the Protestant churches in New York.
Such exuberance will strike New loik

under the fifth rib pleasantly. Large
bodies resent slowly, and such scorcliihg in
rhetoric that ought to have ended with a

conviction dies out in a convulsion.
One of the most extraordinary slgln < pre¬

sented to the complacent New Yorker is the
ingenious young man or young woman

who sets out from his or her native ham¬
let with irrepressible longing to reach ihe

metropolis, and for some inscrntlble rea¬

son never suspects that it is a metropolis
and not another hamlet until lie or she
has been buffeted by the riotous forces
for a year or two...

ARISTOCRACY IN PEWS
Mr Dtxon says -The orthodox clergy men

a.i.l the orthodox <-hurch members of New-
York presume a chasln between themselves,
uud the people. He calls the churches
'suered 'refrigerators." and he gives in

¦Alices of poor people 'that have been
-srntbbeil and excluded by wealthy congre-
KathSns. They are run, he says, like social
?liibs. aud the democratic principle o

Christ is offensive to them., Ihe pictuiethat' he draws "of' the wealthy societies
with their phylacteries rtrawn close for
fear of t-ontact with unfortunate souls Is
offset by the other uiul somewhat over¬

worked picture of our East Sid.- popula¬
tion.of the 50,<>00 men who do not know
where to lav their heads at night. 1 hen
we hear the tocsin in this warning: "In
voul- midst to-day there is a population
of whose only restraint from torch
land knife and bomb is the fact that in your
armories there stand black-wheeled guns
that can be drawn into our streets and
sweep them with grape and canister,"
This, however, is not so much an anaijtn-
ment of New York as of civilization itself,
which everywhere to-day rests upon force.
Mr. Dixon feels in his bones that this is

the fault of orthodoxy, for he is looking
at matters with a Socialistic eyeglass. It
is not the duty of a secular newspaper to
take up the defence of orthodoxy, but we

think that Mr. Dixon overstates his case.

His impatience with orthodoxy makes him
color his facts aud pell-mell his conclu-
sloUs. It Is astonishing when you have
fallen out with a friend how much he has
to answer f6r.
TRIBUTE TO THE CATHOLIC CHURCH.
And yet underneath all this vehemence

Dixon's is a voice crying in our wilder¬
ness.
The census of 18!M> gives the Roman

Catholic Church in New York 380,000 ad¬
herents. This church, says Mr. Dixon, is
doing a work in1 this city for the foreign
masses that we are not doing. This town
could not be held from the d.evil twenty-
four hours if it were not for the power of
the Catholic priesthood. You would have
to turn your guns into these streets and
sweep them. What are we doing? Noth¬
ing. Who are doing the work? The Jew¬
ish rabbis and the Catholic priests.
Protestantism is resting on its silver

oars. If it gets on at all It is to move
further away from the disagreeable world
of sin and misery. This picture of it in
New York calls up In the mind a glacier
that moves steadily uptown, melting as It
goes. Mr. Dlxoh calls this "the doctrine
of geography".Involving some kind of
cowardice on the part of the churches. But
is that not a partial and unfair view? The
churches, like the homes, obey the Irresisti¬
ble drift of life in the metropolis. They go
where their people are. Everything in
New York moves uptown. Banks, uews-
papers. clubs, stores, palaces, cottages. It
would be a singular result of progress If
the churches insisted on being left behind.
PEOPLE ARK TIRED OP CHURCH GOING.
Mr. Dlxou thinks that the people are tired

of going to church.at least to the Prot¬
estant chusch.and that the church has got
to go to them. lie mentions the fact that
a body of workingmen recently cheered the
name of Jesus Christ and hissed the men¬
tion of the church. He insists that the
preachers are resting on the home base
and have got to get away from it. That
Is an interesting point, not to be argued
here. But It will be obvious to any one
who reads Mr. Dixon's book that he has
set a vigorous example himself in getting
away from it.
He has carried the secularization of re¬

ligion pretty well Into the field. It re¬
mains to be seen that the compromise with
purely worldly agencies will deepen and
broaden the spirituality, which it is still
claimed by some is the leaven of the whole
matter./ NYM clilNKLE.

5n\all Oc^ip
fibout Bool^s.

^9<^la9d fii}ds a C^eQius
'9 5t(?P!w Q"ar^>

j^merieaQ.

yellow

Stephen Crane seems to be the latest
Loudon literary sensation. He is an Amer¬
ican. Tie Is twenty-four years of age, and
lie Is tile author of "The Black Riders,"
poetry, and "The Red Badge of Courage,"
prose. The "Kiders" has had a lot of fun

poked at it In some quarters. From other
quarters It has been hailed as a work that
has all the positive ear-marks of genius.
" 1 he Red Badge," however, seems to have
met with unqualified'enconium in London
town, add the Saturday Review has even

gone so far as to Characterize it as "in¬
spired And It adds that if it was written
by a man who has not had actual ex¬
perience upon battle ground Its pro¬
duction is little short of a miracle. The
eager critic of the great Saturday goes on
to place him head, If not shoulders, over
lolstoi and Zola. And America has vet
to get acquainted with this literary strip¬
ling, who, it is said, has been quietly doing
newspaper work in the States for several
years, "unbedecked, unbediamoned and un¬

sung."
* *

*

The Bookman took him up some time
ago. This is a part of its summing up of
young Air. Crane's novel: "He has not
received the recognition In his own country
which his recent novel at least should
evoke.whatever dissentient voices may say
about his 'lines'.and which they across
the sea have been so quick to a,ward him.
I he book has its defects.what book by a

youth of twenty-four could be without
them.'.but let us l>e generous to the
genius that has been applied to an ex¬
perience common to every novice In war so
as to make it glow and tingle with a tre¬
mendous force of reality. The narrative
In stamped with truth. The youth's mind
as _well as the lield of active service in

'rhi i f 52 a /<>'i'uit. is a battle ground,
i he dark, fearful and inglorious moments
leading up to his acquittal in the end mark

*K?=,.Sen.uine development of the nutrled
V^i ?i 8 capable and daring soldier.
Exactly what military courage means for
the average man you will learn here. Here
J,1?® a,re Pictures of war that are mnsteriv.
J he book is marked throughout by the
quiet .power that war had proved tile hero
or it to possess."
The chances are that everybody will be

uilking Stephen Crane and "'The Red
Lodge pretty soon now.

*
.

*

Here is an example of his verse which
Hamlin Garland, the literary god of the
(»reat New West, discovered:
Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind

ski- y°Ul" l0rei' thrCW Wi!d lmuUs tow«rd the

And the affrighted steed ran un alone
Do not weep.
War is kind.

Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment
Little souls who thirst for tight
These men were born to drill and .lie
the unexplained glory flies above them,
Great is the battle god. great, and his king¬

dom.
A tield where a thousand corpses lie.

Do not weep, babe, for war is kind
Because your father tumbled in the

1 renches.
Raged at his breast, gulped and died
I >o not weep.
War 1s kind.

Swift blazing flag of the regiment,
Kagle with crest of red and gold.
These men were born to drill and die
Point for them the virtue of slaughter.'
-Make plain to them the excellence of killing
And a lield when- a thousand corpses lie.

Mother, whose heart bung humble as a button
On the bright, splendid shroud of Vour.'gon
Do not weep.
War is kind.

*
*

*

One of tlic latest commentators of

| Paul Yerlaine. that strange, lmpas¬
sioned, tnrbld soul, who died the
other day in Prauce, says of hint: "He
was a strange and Striking figure, more

mediaeval than modern, and was often ap¬
propriately compared with Francois Villon.
In his mode of life the comparison was

true, bur Verlaine was far the greater
poet. Living like a beaAl in the foulest
haunts, this man, with the head of a

philosopher and the face of a satyr, hideous
with disease, defiant of all the laws of life
revelling in obscenities and the grossest'
imagining*, did nevertheless produce some
of the purest and most spiritual poems
that the world has ever seen, written In
lines of such strange haunting harmonies
as 'the French language never before knew
He was a wonderful being, half criminal
and half angel, and the world will soon

forget the parts of his life and work that
were of the earth, and remember only what
was worthy of its admiration."

Verlaine was a friend of that other poet,
Arthur Rimbaud, who wrote when only
fifteen years of age a number of exqui¬
sitely beautiful verses. Soon after he fell
under the Influence of Verlaine, and was
led by him into a life of debauchery. One
night in Brussels, while both of them were

enraged by drink, they quarrelled, and
V erlalne_ stabbed his companion. For this
he was imprisoned for two years at Mons.
Rimbaud recovered and repented of the
life he had been leading, and. by way
of expiation, imnltired himself in a mon¬
astery on the shores of the Red Sea He
Iras never written a line of verse since
then.

? *
*

It Is said that just before his death Paul
Verlaine was engaged upon a collection of
poetry which he desired to call "LIvre
Posthume," as though anticipating his fate,
lite volume will soon appear, and will
contain all rhe metrical work left bv the
poet. It Is possible that his unfinished
drama In verse. "Louis XVII.." will he
added to this collection. The publication
of his correspondence is also hinted at

*
* *

It is announced in the Critic that the
volume of correspondence between Renan
and his favorite sister, parts of which ap¬
peared In some of the numbers of the Revue
de 1 aris last Summer, is to be published
Ri March, simultaneously in French and
English. Tt will complete and explain
that delightful volume, "My Sister Hen
rierte," Issued last fall. In,which Renan
paid such a tender tribute to this same
woman, who was so do>ar to him.

* *
*

Ail who last year were Interested in Mr
Henry Norman's "Peoples and Politics of
the Far Fast" will be pleased to lea.-.,
that anoiher Illustrated volume containhiJ
the further record of Mr. Norman's raveS
and impressions will appear dnr n»

?Spring under the supplementary title "The

tic?/' 18 Pe°P"*> Problems and Poll-
* * *

(. TpM? «««»l»'te little lyric Is called "Re
spite and Is from Ina Coolbrlth's .So>,1L
from the Golden Gate." / k0"**

Sing, lark, far np the sky."
Slug, throstle, for love's sake!

Sing. sing. as if no heart might ever break:

Softly, oh. Summer sigh
Of winds, let. patter down

The blossom-rain, as If no storms had blown!

Smile, flowers, along the way.
Vour dainty presence stirs

Such blessed thoughts, ye little comforters.

Oh. earth, for one kind day
Let mo be glad again.

Forgetting grief that is and that has been.

Aubrey Beardsley has been keeping so

quiet of late that he must be preparing a

surprise of some sort for the public ihat

iw sensations. One rumor says
that he is going to start a magazine of his

Another is that he is going to
picture" the late Mr. Alexander IW'*
Rape of. the Lock." Pope and Aubrev

Beardsley I here are strange bed-fellows
iq art and letters, as in polities.

THE BOOKWORM.

Doe peet5'$ parous Cjar^
play Dou/17 ir? [\\e$\\\a.

"Da^Quir/' De5eribe5 ^5 Dead Jtyotat a (}rea$er,
U/I?i<;r? Brou<£f?t J-lelp to a U;ortf?y

"(Jei?t" at ttye Qriti\al /r\o/T\ei}t.
"This yere Doc Peets," observed the

Old Cattleman airily, as we walked out on

the piazza of the hotel to give our cigars
a chance to breathe, "this yere Peets.an I
names him pjumb frequeut in these conver-

satzeones we gives way to lately.is mighty
likely the best pistol shot In Wolfville.

"Cowboy# that away alrit generally
puttiu* it so ackerate with a fix-!
shooter. They're sudden, what you
might call abrupt; an' can most of
'em come near enough with a gun
to a gent to attract his attention au en¬

gross a heap of his thoughts; but after all

they aint drivin' no tacks at a hundred

yards, nor no miracles similar.
"Still, not aimin' to mislead none, I

wouldn't want what I imparts to you
touchin' the pistol practice of cow punch¬
ers to lead you Into no reckless tests thar-
of. While I don't nominate 'ein as pin-
p'int marksmen, after all they often has

a run of luck with their guns which is

rooinous to parties who draws their tire, an

1 wouldn't want you to emerge defunct

from no sech whirlwind of good fortune on

some cow gent's part. Jest as 1 states, he

might outluck you that away. An' it's a

heap more healthful to pass up the chance.

"But, as I remarks, this yere Peets is

sech a clncli shot It's shorely witchcraft.
He can plug anything in range that alnt

hid.
PKETS'S WAYS WITH A GUX.

"An' yet Peets never packs no gun; that

is, not general. Of course ou occasions of

ceremony like when some outfit of sots

comes pesterin' over from Red Dog al-

lowln' they'll tree the camp, Peets adorns

himse'f with a Colt's 45, an' stands iu on

the side of light. What he does he'pin'
sober these yere outlaws that time tills a

page of Wolfville lilst'ry with pride, an'

goes a long ways besides towards redoocin'

the migratory instincts of the Red Dog
public when drunk. But thar's no cause to

relate them details here. On common days,
however, when Wolfville Is at peace an'

nothln' rigid is (railed ror l'eets eschews

guns.
" 'Six-shooters is plumb clvilizln, too,

says l'eets, when once we discusses his

failure to go heeled perpetual, "an the iu-

flooence which a good, reliable gun can

shed in a community when emptied with

discretion an' skill, aint to be overstated.
" -i wouldn't be onderstood as decryln'

the idea of the general public paekin guns;

said practice betn' a pillar of good order

an' lnvokin' of a sense of security an' peace.

But belli' a practisin' physician myse'f, to

go pervadin" the scene with a gun. the

same reachiu' halfway to my off hock, is

onprofessloual. Doctors don't look well

caparisoned with deadly weapons that

away, an' if they must have 'em my no¬

tion would be to taper off their taste to

Derringers.sech trinkets goln* plumb cozy

for a coat-pocket an' tharfore not obvious
an' shockin'.or, what's better still, to tlx
themselves with a knife; which last Is
more to a pliysltiau's line that away an

likewise plenty potent as a method in sud-1
deu, j'lnt debate. A good 'leven-lnch knife,
of a keen, sleepless gray color, has settled

questions more'n once which has derided
the best efforts of a gun.
" 'I recollects,' goes on Peets, this yere

time he's onfurlln' to me these guu views
of his.we was embarkin' ou our fourth
drink at the Red T.lght at the tlme-'I re¬

calls a shot of mine that pays dividends.
I never made many in my life, but this
time my powder burnlu' brings he'p to a

gent who is worthy an' who stands in
need. I don't get none the worst of It in
the shuffle neither. It's this away;
" 'I aint more'n a handful of months

from the East myse'f at the time, an'
while I'm organized to doctor folks, in
this vere camp of Mesilla. where I spreads
my blankets before 1 comes to Wolfville,
thar never is no gent sick.
" 'As a result of this health an it s a

fact, them Mesilla parties, the climate beln'
almost as exooberant as Arizonn, i* that
robust it makes 'em ache.I'm mighty near

broke; dead down to my lost white chip.
THE INVALID.

" 'At this time I don't possess that clear
insight into draw poker which friendly as¬

sociation with Enrlght, an' Boggs, an'
Tutt. an' Texas Thompson, to say nothln'
of sessions which sech sharps as Jack Moore
au' Cherokee Hall has since conferred, an'
its mighty likely my croode Eastern notions
of how long an' hard a gent is jestlfled in
stackin' in on say two pairs where five
hands is out, has something to do with my
financial weakness. Whatever is the reason

anyway, as 1 confides to you, I'm up ag'nst
it an' down to my last bean.
" 'At this time I has one patient, a short¬

horn like myse'f, who's out from the East
an' Is slowlv but certainly dyin' of some¬

thing which, while 1 visits him three times
a day, has so far as a malady concealed Its

Identity from me. I dou't know what s

the matter with this gent more'n that he's
shorely fadin' plumb away. I clings to a

view. It's two-thirds that he's sick to death
for home.
" 'But this invalid, so far as dlnero goes,

is surrounded a heap similar to myse'f, an'
Is. more remarkable for what money he
don't have than anything else. He can't
pay me for teudln' him, an' he can't pay
nothln', an' the fact is, while I'm jumpin'
sideways for grub them days myse'f, this
party isn't a splinter better fixed.
" 'No; he alnt actooally dyin' iu bed yet;

alnt rolled Into his blankets for good, an'
Is still able to struggle about sorter slow
an' "oucortaln at the speed of, say, a mile
an hour.

'As a matter of collectln' money, while
we're advertln' to sech sordid plays, the
trooth is I never asks him for none.
What's the use of declarin' agin a gent
for dust when he aint got a sou markee?
So far from liarassin' an" mortifyin' this
patient of mine.which I wasn't doln' him
no good no how.with . distressin' sugges¬
tions that he fork over a few stacks on ac-

count, I abstains tharfrom absolute, an
Instead gets to likln' him like a brother.

.' ''He's patient an' gentle as a woman,
this yere sick party is; an' while
he allows he's goin' to cash in as
the game is laid, an' is likewise shore
he recovers If he's only back where he
b'longs In the States, he never says nothln
about It. He knows he's broke, an' he is
aware I aint no Stephen Girard myse'f. an'
beiu' 1 can't he'p him an' he can't he'p
him none himse'f, he's simply made up
his mind it's 110 use. an' is waltln' thar in
Mesllla to die; an' all as mute as a fox.
" -It bothers me a heap morc'u I could

tell of now; an' 1 reckon if I schemes once
how to Ship this invalid East I put in days
ut it. But it aint no use; the problem, an
me plumb busted. Is shore too many for
me. If it was now I'd know more about
how to turn the game; an* would make a

swoop at some outfit of card sharps an'
tell 'em to donate, which they shoreiy
would. But them days I'm dark entire as
to' the impulsive benevolence of a card
sharp's nature, an' so never thinks of it.
" 'But this is the way it turns out; an'

this is how the sick gent goes back to Ins
home at last; I'm projectin' 'rotond the
dance hall one night; sorter lookin' on
rather than onbucklin' to the revelry.
Doin' a double shuffle in some Jim crow
hurdy gurdy, like tyln' on a gun, is also
more or less agin the dignity of a doctor,
an' so I restrains myse'f from secli frivoli¬
ties same as I do from artillery.

THE "GREASER."
" 'But I ra pokin' about plenty confident,

for while the environment is some swift,
an' exigencies may arise where I 11 long
for a six-shooter, it's almost a shore chance
I can make a play, if I'm forced to borry
one of an inhabitant.
" 'Most any gent present, if not actually

engaged with it himse'f, or on the brink
of weavln' the weepon into his destinies,
would gladly pass me his gun. He'd do it
out of a cur'osity to see what would hap-
pen if for nothln' else.
" 'But to go on. 1 was wanderln" dream-

ily about, thlnkln' mebby of the scand'lous
health of the camp, when I perceives a

Mexican.they calls him the Chihuahua Dog
-turn loose a gun play. It's in a quadrille
which is ragin at the time, an' this yere
Greaser conceives some notions agin a ten¬
derfoot who is partlclpatln' tliarin, an

whose partner is a senorlta, which I reckon
said Greaser is some mushy on himse'f.'

'¦ 'At any rate the first we-all knows the
Mexican's six-shooter is to the front, an
he's got his tenderfoot covered; as square a

case' of drop as ever I notes.
" 'The whole thing is a profound jolt to

my tastes, which it's nature with me not to
like Mexicans. I don't want to see 'em draw
their breath, let alone their guus.

A DEAD SHOT. ,
" 'At that time.for 1 was allers mighty

successful with a pistol.I was as shore a

shot as I be now. 1 was the length of the
dance hall from the Mexican, an' the Joint
was crowded. It was a long chance an' a
limb in the way, but I could see the brown
paw of the GreaseT, with his gun clutched
Into It, an' it never occurs to me to hesi¬
tate or Indulge in no doubts.
" 'It all passes in a second. As the

Greaser's pistol deploys to the front I lifts
one out of the belt of Waco Charlie, who's
dallyin' with some nose paints near at hand,
an' whose gun is lax an' Idle: an' before the
Greaser cau onhook his ordnance I gets a
bullet through his hand.
" 'It was a mighty excellent shot consid-

lerln' the light an' the crowd an' the hurry
of the play, an' several gents who's good
jedges speaks well of it, an' sets up the
drinks. They allows It's as good a shot,
took all 'round, as Mesilla sees yet.
" 'Of course, when my gun goes off it ex¬

cites some Interest. The Mexicans present
sets up a great gabble. Waco Charlie, who
is liberal minded that away, tells me to go
on an' cut loose the other five loads; but as

my Mexican, whose paw I wrecks, lias give
plump up, an' is settin' down suckin' his
wounds an' sayiu' prayers alternate, I dis¬
cerns no need an' quits.

.' 'The tenderfoot over which all this row's
about is game clean through. A\ hile the
Mexican was due to get him an' he knows
it, the graze never fazes liim. He comes

laughln' to me, an' as he shakes my hand
he tells me he wants to congratulate me oil
tnakin' a dead good shot, more'n he wants
to thank me for savin' his life.
" ' "However," says this tenderfoot. " '1

owes you a turn, an' you must let me
square it with you anyhow.

.. 'An' while the tenderfoot laughs at his
peril, he makes a big p'int of his obligation
to me. He talks for two hours, an' gets
away with a quart of nose paint tryln' t<>
force me to name something he can do to
repav me for that lunge in his destinies
I makes, which carries away the Greas¬
er's hand.

SO THE SICK GENT WENT EAST.
" 'At last 1 has an idee. I wouldn't let

him do nothln' for me, but It all at once
comes to me I'll make him take my Invalid
who's dyin' back to his home.

«' ' "Do that," I says at last to this ten¬
derfoot I rescues; "take this yere sick an'
dyin' gent back East to his folks, an' 1 11
give you my hand you've squared your debt
with me. I'd do it If I hud the dust, an'
you'll do it. I'll not only call it even on

the Mexican I busts in your behalf, but I
contract to 'crease one every month till
further orders."

I'll go you with warmth an glee,
aays the tenderfoot, givin' my hand the
fortieth squeeze. "Friend of yours Is good
as a brother of mine. I'll pack this yere
sick paid of yours East in my arms if
vou'll regard It as a favor tfc you."

<. 'Well, that settled it,' says Doc Peets,
as he reaches the end of the episode. 'My
one patient-Joe was his name-goes East,
the grateful tenderfoot, 1 hears later, rldin
herd on him day an' night, tender as a

mother. An' I hears later Joe gets plumb
well an' defers dyin' indefinite.
" 'As for my prey, the Mexican, you

shore oughter seen his hand. It looks like
it's hit something an' glanced off, more'n
as If it's been shot some. Beln gripped
on the butt of the gun when my bullet
fetches it, the Greaser s hand can t give
none, an' Is spattered copious over that
uuadrille a whole lot.

. . -How do I know? Why I has to doctor
the felon, beln' I'm the only practitioner
iu Mesllla; an' between you an me.it
ain't pore Joe this trip-I makes this yere
Mexican plunk up the stuff. Yes, indeed;
1 mav say I founds my future on that
Mexican.' " 1)AN (^1 I N

5I?? Prii?ee of U/ales
/T\ei?tiorjs J4i$ pavorite

Jtym-
The Prince of Wales's favorite liyinn li

"Nearer, my God, to Thee." He makes
this confession in a letter to Mr. Stead,
who proposes to publish "a penny hymnal
ior the people."

* * *

l unon Basil Wilberforce has been ap¬
pointed chaplain of the House of Commons.
His grandfather was the celebrated Wil¬
liam \\ ilberforce, who led the movement
for the abolition of slavery in the West
Indies. His father, Samuel Wilberforce,
was .reputed the greatest orator amongthe English bishops.

*
*

*

\ vette Guilbert announces that she has
given up cycling because it causes her to
lose her memory. Her doctor suggested
that possibly her muscles were being de-
\eloped at. the expense of her cerebral
nerves. If there is any truth in this
theory, it concerns a large portion of the
community and may furnish an explana¬
tion of many things. Beware of wheels.

*?*
The King of the Belgians is very hard

up, in consequence of a long career of gay-
ety. Lately he was in Paris importuning
the Government to purchase the Congo
Free State from him. He made the at-

quaintance of a new ballet girl, but failed
in his other purpose. Then he went to
Loudon and worried the British Govern¬
ment to help him out. He offered the
Congo very cheap, but the British have
enough to occupy them in Africa

*
«

*

Tt is said that there is no hope of the re¬

covery of the heir presumptive of the
Austrian throne, the Archduke Franz Fer¬
dinand of Este. His disease proves to be
< ancei of throat, and of the worst possible
form. The Archduke's father, Karl Lud-
wlg; his stepmother, tli* Archduchess The-
lese, and his brother. Archduke Otto, in¬
tend to visit the patient in Kgvpt at the
end of the present month to satisfy them¬
selves as to his condition.

*
»

*

If Mr. Gladstone decides to return to
1 arllament. it will be the second time that
he has emerged from a retirement sought
on account of old age. Wiien he was sixty-
eight years of age lie resigned the leader¬
ship of the Liberal party to Lord Harting-
ton. but remained in Parliament. He could
not endure the spectacle' of another man
in a place which he could fill so much bet¬
ter. and resumed the leadership. Should
lie now go into Parliament, at eighty-seven
he will be one of the wonders ot the age

*?*
Many tales are told of the delightful sim¬

plicity of President Krueger of the Trans-
\aal Republic. After an interview with
him an English missionary asked Dr. Leyds,
the Secretarw of State, .if the President
really knew no English. "if y0u are
praising him or speaking well of the Trans¬
vaal, he knows 110 English." said the Doc¬
tor. "but if you are speaking ill of him, or
saying anything against the Transvaal, he
knows every word yon say!" The Presi¬
dent s piety is deep and simple. He con¬
sented to open a Hebrew synagogue in Jo-
hannesberg and closed an address with
f words: "And so I consecrate this

m.us 1110 w»''8hlp of the Triune
(jrOd

*?*
General Carey, a retired artillery officer

of the British army, is a member of the
Guernsey States, the local Legislature of
one of the Channel islands belonging to
England. Bailiff Carey, his cousin, is an¬
other member, and has a grudge against
him. Kecently the States passed a resolu¬
tion making the use of French compul¬
sory, and shortly afterward Bailiff farev
had General Carey called to order for
speaking English. It is possible that the
legality of speaking English in a depend¬
ency which has belonged to England since
the Norman Conquest may be tested in
Court.

?
,
»

King Humbert, of Italy, has made a curi¬
ous practical application of the Shake¬
spearian remark about physic and dogs.
His Majesty lias thick, gray hair, which
is rapidly growing white. Queen Marghe-
rlta urged him to resist the ravages of time,
and procured for him a bottle of stuff
"warranted to restore the hair to its natu¬
ral color. He took ii and said he> would
see about using it. Then he obtained pos¬
session of the Queen's Maltese terrier
which lias long, white hair, applied the
dye to the dog and thoroughly bjackened
it. There was some indignation at firs!
but the King could stand it. for in the
course of two days the little animal began
to turn green. The King was not again
worried to use the hair dye.

?
*
*

Here is the latest story about Emperor
William: Princess Frederick Leopold of
Prussia, his sister and wife of his cousin,
went skating the other day on a lake near

Potsdam and fell through the ice, owing
to her having gone on a part officially
marked "dangerous." The Emperor, hearing
of it, telegraphed to his sister severely
censuring her for breaking the police regula¬
tions. At the same time he wrote to her
husband rebuking him for not exercising
a proper control over his wife. The Prince
and Princess thought they were big
enough to resent such language, and talked
back. The Emperor, to show that he was
in earnest, then ordered his brother-in-
law to consider himself under arrest, and
placed a guard of soldiers at his residence,
Schloss Gllenicke, to keep him from getting
away. It is not surprising to hear now
that the Prince and Princess are about to
leave for a prolonged stay in Italy.

*»?
The Queen of Portugal recently qualified

as a doctor of medicine, and is the only
Queen who has that distinction. The rea¬
son for her action was the corpulence of
her husband. It had Increased at such a

rate as to alarm his physicians. He was

dieted and disgusted, and declared that
he would submit to no more treatment.
The Queen theu undertook his case, and
went to work very seriously. She gave
him medicine and lectured him at all
times of the day 011 eating, drinking and
exercise. He grew weary of this, too, and
went 011 a European tour to escape the
persecution.
There Is humor in English newspapers.

George, li. Sims, who, as "Dagonet" in
the Referee Is one of the most popular
of journalistic oracles In England, writes
that the thing which most impressed him
during the recent South African crisis
was the dinner which Mr. Chamberlain
gave to the officials of the Colonial O^ce.
At the height of this momentous crisis the
statesman upon whom the eyes of the
whole world were fixed dined calmly and
well. "Nelson never did anything finer,"
says Mr. Sims, seriously. Another exam¬

ple of unconscious humor Is furnished by
the St. James's Gazette, which says of
the late Prince Henry of Battenberg," who
died before the Ashantee expedition reaphee
Ashantee. "that his princely presence and
Ms position as the son-in-law of the
Queen made an impression upon these sav¬

age potentates which outweighed even the
respect, modified by ignorance, which
they entertained for quick-firing gum "


